82                        TIME     RUNS     OUT
At every station, some of these men would get off, and
the crowded platform would catapult new faces and new
uniforms into this space. I stood up three hours on that
train.
There were Scotsmen, English flying cadets, men from
the Tank Corps, three lieutenants of the Guards, a sailor,
and two Dutch pilots in the blue dress uniform of Her
Imperial Majesty's Royal Dutch Flying Corps. These
last two looked and talked for all the world like German
Naval officers. And they sounded like it. The first
impact was the unreality of no one paying any attention
to them, but of course the Dutch have large numbers
of pilots up north fighting with the British, and their
uniform and language are commonplace in northern
Scotland.
By midnight I got to my station. I stepped off under a
pitch-black shed, and the train echoed away across the
deserted moors. I stood suddenly at the end of the
world.
There wasn't a soul, not a light, not a sound on these
starless wastes. It was eleven-fifteen, chilly, damp. There
seemed to be a haze on the ground, whirled in an uneasy
eddy of wind that broke the calm like a dark, drifting spirit.
It certainly was no cinch to get to Finland.
I heard the purr of a motor long before I saw a light.
Then a car came down the road, stopped by the embank-
ment across the dismal tracks. I waited for the man to come
over and speak to me. " You are going to Helsinki/' he said.
This was our password, and I got in the car.
We drove abruptly away from the track, turning down
a road in the inky blackness. But not far. Without the
slightest light to betray it, we passed the sentry gate into an
endless aerodrome. Through row after row of tomblike
hangars, strange gray phantoms on the hazy moors, We
reached a small shed on the edge of the great field itself.
Inside, behind the black-out curtain, young pilots of the
Fighter Command fitted me into my parachute. The plane
was waiting in the shadows. Its guns were dismantled,
since we were headed for a neutral port.
There was not a light on the field as we took-off, not
even guide lights for the run. The motors let out a blast,